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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
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G ALAT E A. 


POLYPHEMUS. 


DAMON. 
CHLORTS. 


Chorus of Nymphs and Shepherds. 
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A rural Proſpect, diverſified with. Rocks, Groves, and a 
River, Acis and Galatea ſeated by a Fountain. Chorus of 
Nymphs and Shepherds, diſtributed about the Landſcape; 
and Polyphemwus diſcovered fitting upon a Mountain. 
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CHOnmU SS. 
E The Pleaſure of the Plains l 
O Wa Happy Nymphs, and happy Swains, 
KERR Harmleſs, merry, free, and gay) 
Dance and ſport the Hours away. | 
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Acrs and Gatanss, of 


For us the Zephyr blows, 
For us diftils the Dew, 
1 us unfolds the Roſe, | TM SUS AS « 
And Flow'rs diſplay their . ue. 
For us the Winters rain; | 
For us the Summers ſhine ; 
Sin ſells for ur the Grain, ,  ') oO, 
| d Autumn bleeds the Fine.. Da Capo. 


R E JJ 0. 0. V: 
GALATEA. 


Ye verdant Plains, and woody Mountains, | 
Purling Streams, and bubbling Fountains, BAD 
Ye painted Glories of the Field, 

Vain are the Pleaſures which you yield; 

Too thin the Shadow of the Grove, 

Too taint the Gales, to cool my Love. 
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Huſb, ye pretty warbling Cboir, 
Your thrilling Strains 
Awake my Pains, 
And kindle fierce Defire : 
Ceaſe your Song, and take your Flight ; 
Bring back my Acis to my Sight. Da Capo.. 
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% 1 here ſhall I ſeek the charming Fair ? 
Direct the Way, kind Genius of the Mountains: 
O tell me if you ſaw my Dear / 
Seeks 5 ſpe. the Groves, or bathes in cryſtal Fountains ? Da Capo. 
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R EC IT ATIV E. 3 
Ne DAMO N. e 
| Stay, Shepherd, ſtax l.. . 


| See how thy Flocks in vonder Valley . 45 
What means this melancholy Air? 


No more thy tuneful pipe we Ren 


Ip" 13K. N. 8 = vl N * * 7 
Shepherd, what art thou HATS | 
Heedleſs running to thy Ruin 
Share our Foy, our Pleafure ſhare : : 
Leave thy Paſſion till. to-morrow, 
Let the Day be free from Sorrow. 
Free þ = Love, an * free 4 Care. 0 
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O ao not, Shepherd, * — &! ” 
The Lane s pleaſing Pains repreſs 3 J 
The Lover's Paſſion juſtly prizing, | 


Secures what only Life can bleſs. + L 
With Pride the Lover boaſts a Treaſure TY 


In ev'ry Care his Heart conceals, 
And Tears for him have ſweeter Pleaſure, 


Than Mirth in thoughtle fs Laughter feels. 


R E C IT AT I VE. 
NN N 
And ſee my Love! 


Turn, Galatea, hither turn thine Eyes; 


See at thy Feet the l Acis lies. 
ee at thy Feet the longing Ai 5 3 
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F AIR. 


Dive ind ihich ts playing, 4 75 
And ele ee, 49 1 

Love in ber Lips fs frrayi 

And b in her Ws 

Love on her Breed panting, 

| And foells 94 7 Defſire : Y 

Nor Grace, nor Charm is wanting 


To ſet the Heart on fire. * ON” 1 
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RECITATAYY,E.. | 
ee G 


O!] didſt thou know the Pains of abſent Love, 
Acis would ne'er from Galalea i tore. | 


It 
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As when the Dove 

Laments her Love, 
All on the naked NY pray; ; 

When he returns, 

Mo more ſhe mourns, 
But loves the live- long Day. 

Billing, Cooing, Q 
Panting, Mooing, 

Melting Murmurs fill the:Grove ; 
Mes Al Maran | hu PIE Love. 
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Acts and GalAr EA. 
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What Toys I feel ! 

all all Yo uths, "Thoudedreft of By ! | #1 Þ £&A 
05 all M ymphs, thou rig 71 Pair * eg 15 

Thou all my Bliſs, thou all my 700 of Da Capo. 


CHORUS. 
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PART tte S E C O ND. 


A CoN ck RTO en the OR GA N. 


CHORUS. 


Retched Lovers] Fate has paſt 

This ſad Decree ; Mo Jay ſhall laſt. 
Wretched Lovers | quit your Dream; 
Behold the Monſter Polypheme ; 
See what ample Strides he takes, 
The Mountain nods, the Foreſt ſhakes ; 
The Waves run frighten'd to the Shores : 
Hark ! how the thund ring Giant roars. 
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Ac is and GALATE 4 


RECITATTVE accompanied. 
PoOLYPHEME. 


I rage, I melt, I burn, 


The feeble God has ſtabb'd me to the Heart. 
Thou truſty Pine, 
Prop of my God-Iike Steps, I lay thee by. 


Bring me a hundred Reeds of decent Growth, 


To make a. pipe for my capacious Mouth ; 
In ſoft enchanting Accents let me . 
Sweet Galatea's Beauty, and my Love. 


A. 1 K.. 


0 ruddier than the Cherry 1 
O ſweeter than the B erry | 
O Nymph, more bright 

Than Moon-ſbine Night, 
Like Kidlings blithe and merry J 
Ripe as the melting Cluſter | 
Vo Lilly has ſuch Luſtre; 

Yet hard to tame 

As raging Flame, 


And fierce as Storms that bluſter ! 


RECITATIV E. 


PoLYPHEMUSs, GALATE A. 


Pory. Whither, Faireſt, art thou running, 
Still my warm Embraces ſhunning ? 
Gal. The Lion calls not to his Prey, 
Nor bids the Wolf the Lambkin ſtay. 


Da Capo. 
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Pol v. Thee, Polyphemus, great as Jove, 


GAL. 


Acis and GaLAT REA. 


Calls to Empire, and to Love: 

To his Palace in the Rock, 

To his Dairy, to his Flock; 

To the Grape of purple Hue, 

To the Plumb of gloſſy Blue; 

Wildings, which, expecting, ſtand 
Proud to be gather d by thy Hand. 
Of Infant Limbs to make thy Food, 
And ſwill full Draughts of human Blood! 
Go, Monſter ! bid ſome other Gueſt: 
I loath the Hoſt; I loath the Feaſt. 


AIX. 


PoLyPHEMUS, 
Ceaſe to Beauty to be ſuing : 
Ever whining Love diſdaining, 
Let the Brave, their Aims purſuing, 
Still be conqu ring, not complaining. Da Capo. 
A I R. 
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Would you gain the tender Creature? 


Sofily, gently, kindly treat her : 
Suff ring is the Lover's part: 


Beauty, by Conſtraint poſſeſſing, 


Lou enjoy but half the Bleſſing, 


Lifeleſs Charms without the Heart. Da Capo. 
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Acis and Ga LAT E 4. 


AIR, 
CHLORIS. 


In vain you teach him Duty, 
To Beauty, 
His Love is but Defire. 
He gains, the Fair poſſeſſing, 
Wot half the Lover's Bleſſing, 
Mot half ſo pure his Fire. 


KECITATLY- EI 


His hideous Love provokes my Rage, 
Weak, as I am, I muſt engage: 
Inſpir'd with thy victorious Charms, 

The God of Love will lend his Arms. 


1 


Love ſound th Alarm, 
And Fear is a flying: 

Ihen Beauty's the Prize, 

What Mortal fears dying! 
In Defence of my Treaſure 

I'd bleed at each Vein: 
Without her no Pleaſure, 

For Life is a Pain. 
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Da Capo. 
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A CIS and GA LAT E A. 
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P Nie T HER D. 


AIR. 
Da MON. 


Conſider, fond Shepherd, 
How fleeting's the Pleaſure, 
That flatters our Hopes 
In purſuit of the Fair: 
The Toys that attend it, 
By Moments we meaſure ; 
But Life is too little 
To meaſure our Care. Da Capo. 


Acts and Ga LAT EA. r3 
RECITATIVxE. 
G AL AT E A. 


Ceaſe, O ceaſe, thou gentle Vouth: 
Truſt my Conſtancy and Truth; 
Truſt my Truth, and Pow'rs Dore, 
The Pow'rs propitious ſtill to Love. 


FT 3:40: 
Acis, GALAT E Aa, and POLYPHEME. 


Acis and Gal. The Flocks ſhall leave the Mountains, 
The Woods the Turtle Dove, + 
The Nymphs forſake the Fountains, 
Ere I forſale my Love. 


Poly. Torture! Fury! Rage ! Deſpair ! 


J cannot, cannot, cannot bear. 


Acis and Gal. Mot Show'rs to Larks more pleaſing, 
Mor Sunſhine to the Bee; 
Mot Sleep to Toil jo eaſing, 
As theſe dear Smiles to me. 


N Fly fwift, thou maſſy Ruin, fly : 
Die, preſumptuous Acis, die. 


KECITATIVAE. 


ACHIS, 


Help, Gaſatca! help ye Parent Gods! 
And take me dying to your deep Abodes. 


CHORUS 
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% Acis and GALATE A, 


CHOR US. 


Mourn, all ye Muſes; weep, ye Swains ; 
Tune, tune your Reeds to doleful trains ; 

Groans, Cries, and Howlings, fill the neight' ring Shore. 
Ah ! the gentle Acis is no more. 


SONG and CHORUS. 
GALA E A. 


Muſt I my Acis fill bemoan, 


Inglorious cruſb d beneath that Stone! 
Muſt the lovely charming Youth 
Die for his Conſtancy and Truth? 


Say, what Comfort can you find? 


For dark Deſpair &erclouds my Mind. 


CHORUS. 


Ceaſe, Galatea, ceaſe to grieve ; 
Bewail not, when thou can'ſt relieve : 
Call forth thy Pow'r, employ thy Art; 
The Goddeſs ſoon can heal thy Smart: 
To Kindred Gods the Youth return, 
Thro' verdant Plains to roll his Urn. 


RECITATIV E. 


GALATE A. 


'Tis done: Thus I exert my Pow'r divine; 
Be thou immortal, tho' thou art not mine. 
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Acis and GalLlAT EA. 


AIR. 
Heart, thou Seat of ſoft Delight ! 


Be thou now a Fountain bright ; . 
Purple be no more thy Blood, 
Glide thou like a cryſtal Flood: 
- Rock, thy hollow Womb diſcloſe 
The bubbling Fountain, lo it flows, 
Thro the Plains he joys to rove, 
Mumm ring ſtill his gentle Love. 


CHORUS. 
Galatea, dry thy Tears : 
Acis now a God appears; 
See how he rears bim from his Bed; 
See the Wreath that binds his Head ; 
Hail ! thou gentle murm ing Stream, 
Shepherds Pleaſure, Muſes Theme ; 


Thro the Plain ſtill joy to rove, 
Murm'ring ſtill thy gentle Love. 
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St. CECILI A's Day. 


RECITATIYV E accompanied. 


R O M Harmony, from heavenly Harmony, 
This Univerſal Frame began, 
When Nature underneath a Heap 
Of jarring Atoms lay, 
g And cou'd not heave her Head, 
The tuneful Voice was heard from high, 
Ariſe, ye more than dead. 
Then cold, and hot and moiſt, and dry, 


In Order to their Stations leap, 


And MUsICK's Power obey. 


CHORUS. 
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From Harmony, from heav'nly Harmony, 
This univerſal Frame began: 
From Harmony to Harmony 


' Through all the Compaſs of the Notes it ran, 


The Diapaſon cloſing full in Man. 


a 1 1. 


hat Paſſion cannot MUSICE raiſe and quell ! 
Then ſubal ffruck the corded Shell, 
His oF ning Brethren ſtood around, 
And wond'ring, on their Faces fell 
To worſhip that celeſtial Sound, 
Leſs than a God they thought there could not dwell 
Within the Hollow of that Shell, 
That ſpoke ſo ſweetly and ſo well, 
What Paſſion cannot MUSICK raiſe and quell ! 


1 2. 
The TRUMPET 's loud Clangor 


Excites us to Arms 
With ſbrill Votes of Anger, 
And mortal Alarms, 
The double, double, double Beat 
Of the thund'ring Drum 
Cries, Hark ! the Foes come; 


Charge, charge, 'tis too late to retreat. 
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A 1X 3. 
The jo 5 complaining FLUTE 
In dying Wotes di iſcovers 


The Woes of hopeleſs Lovers, 


Whoſe Dirge is whiſper d by the warbling LUTE. 


A 1 tk 
Sharp VIOLINS proclaim 


Their jealous Pangs, and Deſperation, 
Fury, frantic Indignation, 


Depth of Pains, and Height of Paſſion, 
For the fair diſdainful Dame. 


e 8: 
But, oh What Art can teach, 


What human Voice can reach 


The ſacred ORGAN's Praiſe ? 

Wotes inſpiring holy Love, 

Wotes that wing their heavenly Ways 
To join the Choirs above, 


1 6. 


Orpheus could lead the Savage Race : 
And Trees unrooted left their Place; 
Seguacious of the Lyre, 


RE- 
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2” N 6. 
RECITATIVE accompany'd. 
But bright CECILIA rais'd the Wonder high'r; 
When to her ORGAN, Vocal Breath was giv n, 


An Angel heard, and ſtrait appear'd, 
Miſtaking Earth for Heav'n. 


GRAND CHORUS. 
As from the Power of ſacred Lays 


The Spheres began to move, 
And ſung the great Creator's Praiſe 

To all the Bleſs d above; | 
So when the laſt and dreadful Hour 
This crumbling Pageant fhall devour, 
The TRUMPET Hall be heard on high 
The Dead ſhall live, the Living Die, 
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